The Tragedie of Hamlet 

I doe befeech you giue him leaue to goe. 

King. Take thy faire houreZ<ffw«j time be thine 
And thy bcft graces fpend it at thy will : 

But now my Colin Hamlet, and my fonne. 

Hm. A little more then kin, and leffe then kind. 

Kmg. How is it that the clowdes Bill han? on you. 

H.tm. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the fonne. 
Oveene. G ood Hamlet call thy nig hted colour off 
And let thine eye lcoke like a friend on Denmark, e. 

Doe not for euer with thy vailed lids 
Seeke for thy noble Father in the dull. 

Thou know ft tis common all that hues mufl die, 

Pafsing through nature to etermtie. 

Ham. IMaddam,itiscommon. 

Quce. If it be 

Why feemes itfo perticuler with thee.’ 

Ham. Seemes Maddam,nay it is, I know not feemes, 

Tts not alone my incky cloake coold mother 
Nor cuftomary fuites oflolembe blacke 
Nor windie fufpiration of forft breath 
No, nor the fruitfull riuer in the eye, 

Nor the deiefted hauior of the vifage 
Together with all formes, moodes, chapes of oriefc 
That can deuote me truely, thefe indeede feeme. 

For they are aftions that a man might play 
But I haue that within which pafles Ihowe 
Thefe but the trappings and the fuites of woe. 

King. Tis fweete and commendable in vour nature Hamlet 
To giue thefe mourning duties to your father 
Butyou mull knoweyour father loft a father. 

That father loft, loft his, and the furuiuer bound 
In filliall obligation for fbme tearme 
To doe obfecjuious forro we, but to perfeuer 
In obftinate condolement, is a courfc 
Of impious ftubbornes, tis vnmanly griefe. 

It Ihowes a will moft incorreftto heauen 
A hart vnfortified, or minde impatient 
An vnderftanding fimple and vnfchoold 
For what we kno we muft be, and is as common 


Prince of Denmark 



Take it to 1- . , 

A fault againft the dead, a fault to nature* 

To reafon moft abfurd , whofe common theame 
Is death offathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft courfe, till he that died to day 
This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This vnpreuailing woe, and thinke of vs 
As of a father, for let the world take note 
You are the moft imediate to our throne, 
Andwithnoleflenobilitieofloue 
Then that which deareft father beares his fonne. 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
Jn going back to fchoole in Wittenberg, 

It is moft retrogard to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remaine 
Heere in the cheare and comfort of our eye. 

Our chiefett courtier, cofin, and our fonne. 

Qute. Let not thy mother loofe her prayers Hamlet, , 

Ipray thee flay with Vs, goenot to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I fhall in all my bell obay you Madam. 

King. Why tis alouing and a faire reply. 

Be as our felfe in Denmarke, Madam come. 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet | l 

Sits finding to my hart, in grace whereof. 

No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day. 

But the great Cannon to the cloudes fhall tell. - 

And the Kings rowfe the heauen fhall brute againe, 

Refpeaking earthly thunder *, come away. Flori/b. Exeunt all, 

Ham. O that this too too (allied ft efh would melt, but Hatnltf, 
Thaw and relblue it felfe into a dewe. 

Or that the euerlafting had not fixt 

His cannon gainftfeale daughter, oGod, God, 

' How wary, ftale, flat, and vnprofitable 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this world i 
Fie on’c, ah fie, tis an vtiweeded garden 
. That growes to feede, things rancke and grofe in nature i 
Pofteu'e it mcerely that it fhould come thus 
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